I'M A BUSINESS MAN

from near by fought for her and she sat looking on and
enjoying it. They all got drunk then and rolled about
on the floor like hogs: disgusting! The women
weren't much better, 'Then at New Year they sacri-
ficed a white horse to one of their gods, Woden, or
some such name. Of course I kept well away from
even the smell of it, hoping that my dear old mother
would be praying for me; and I found when I got
back that she'd been on her knees in church for three
hours that very day: there's a coincidence for you.
But it did shock me to find Arrhonius had slipped out
and was sacrificing and drinking with the rest: this
for a boy who might have been going into the Church!
He was repentant afterwards when I'd spoken to him
for some time; I only hope it was sincere.

Gylfi and Siggi were both very friendly to him;
Siggi and he used to play ball together all up and
down the hall. The more I looked at her the prettier
I thought her; it came across my mind more than
once what a sum she'd fetch, in Italy say, where
there's quite a fashion for these big, fair, smooth-
skinned women. But I did my best to talk sensibly
with the lad and make him acquainted with the busi-
ness, which is not as simple as you might think. He'd
no notion at all of keeping accounts, and I taught him,
using slips of birch bark to write on; and all wasted:
well, well!

But the winter came to an end at last, the ship was
tarred and rigged and we all went aboard, Siggi as
well; her brother was afraid to leave her alone, with
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